The Quaker Mills

Will continue to pay the highest markat price
for WHEAT AND OATS, and will have forfsale
& full line of

MILL FEED.
Baled Hay and Straw

Goods dalivered free of charge in corporation.
Teophons No. 3.

American CereaL Co.
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RAVENNA, 0., WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 5, 1894.

WaoLe No,. 1355,

Insurance a Specialty.

Ho! Good
you want

E. M. WALLER,

igiasieadie e X 4 e P ioriens
in the is
the
W&&! to hnm
in Phenix J. C. Cramx's
B.Blml.m =

!
of Ga:z Do

Cleveland & Pittshurgh Div-

ennsylvania Jines.

Wellsville....... § {7
Wellsville Bhop.. **
Yellow Creck ... *
Hsmmondsville :

RS ENERRYRERTa8EE
: P P < T i
SFE DUB [ "WON UO UNJ §
sdu) luu!mlg v
VOUNI[IV O B0
DR MUY vasuny

o :
g
FRERE 505500 n0wnnnmmEB~a-a~3 00 §

UOJFIALCL

f+1 o U SUO[]

Nos, 326 and 838 connect at Wellsviile for
Stenbenville and Bellalre, Nows. 3388 and 342
ponnect in Union Station, Pittsburgh, for the

BETWEEN BAYARD AND NEW PHILADELPHIA.
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*Daily. fExcept Sunday. [Flagsiop. |Meais

Dark Faced T dansies time from 1200 noau 1o 12 00
midnight; Light Faod from 15 0 midnight to 12 00 noon.

JOSEPH WO0OD, E.A. FORD,

Manager, Gimarn] Pussangar Agent,

" EIM-T PITTSBURGH, PENN'A. il

For time cards, rates of fare, through tickets,

checks, and further informatlon re-

the runnl of traing apply to any
t of the Pennsylvanin Lines,
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TIME TABLE.
OENTRAL STANDARD TIME.
In EFFecT May 20, 1884,
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Adopted June 17, 1894.

tral time, 28 minutes slewer than
(bmﬂme. !

Trains depart from Bavemns as follows:
BASTWARD, Depart.

0. B—New Yﬂ’:u‘lfsi Boston....-... 27::%55 s m.

0. 383—Local Frelght ................. :15 a.
.I}—g York and Boston 8:59

No- 10—New York Fast..serr.. ... . 122

WESTWARD, Depart.

m.
8. m,
p. m,

A “Riza™ in a Coal is an inch; 1n
Underwear, two inches; in Socks, one
inch; in l'.‘o]lm-s. hs.lf an inch; in
Shoes, one-sixth of an inch; in Trous-

—— | ers, one inch; in Gloves, one-fourth

of an inch; in Hats, one-eighth of an
inch.
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on all our

The “Size’” of your Pocket Book
cuts a small re, when you con-
sider the ‘Panic Prices” prevailin

at our House. “Sire” your pile, an

then “size’ us up as to our uhillq‘r
to label competition a ** back number”’
when it cullides with “The Rochester”

S e S ke Sk Ok S ROk RO

(reat Bargains

v |\ T'o—¢

ROCHESTER

Clothing House

SRR AIRAIACRIOOK
Preparatory for Fall, we are going to dispose of the
few Spring and Summer Goods remaining upon our tables
AT EXTREMELY LOW PRICES.

Until Sept. Ist

A Great Reduction will be made

FINE SUITS,
BUSINESS SUITS,
WORKING SUITS.

Woolen Underwear
Negligee Shirts

500 Pairs Men’s Working Pants 98c, worth $1.25

&b

$1.25
$1.25

75c¢C,
78c,

Children’s Suits Marked Down!

NOW IS THE TIME TO BUY THEM.

already in.
Respectfully,

Some of our immense stock of FALL AND WINTER GOODS

Don't fail to examine them.

Rochester Glothing Go,

B. HESKINS, Manager.

WHEN ININEED OF

FLY N

No 0Old Stock with Last Year’s Prices Attached to Them.

G. W. GOCKEL,

ETS

COME AND SEE US

RAVENNA, O.

GranD Drspray

[t Wili PAY You to Visit Our Store

ANl SEE THE LARGEST LINE O

Las;

PLATED WY AR

To be found in one house in the State,

Our Prices are Below Competition!
Our New Upholstered Rockers are Dandies,

FROM S22 .50 UP.

In CROCEKERY Finest Fine ever shown
AND LOWEST PRICES.

Our Bargains in Lamps you shouwld not let pass

SEEes

NOVELTIES and FANCY PIECES!

18, @,

Our UNDERTAKING DEPARTMENT

I8 IN CHARGE OF A. B, FAIRCHILD,
Which is a Guarantee that it will be well done.

W. A. JENKINS & CO.

No. 8, Phenix Block.

1

Wo: 5—Chicago & Cincinnati Vestibule, 7:57 a.m.
0. 11—Gallion Passenger........coe.---3022
0. 37—Looal Freight.. 05
¥o. 3—Chicago and Cinoinnati.........5
10,5, 11 and 3 daily.
%:'ﬁ'.a'u 12‘ Fm:?lnm.r\‘i?nindhm and Brace-

T 11 makes all stops to Gallion. e
A. M. Tuoxsz ,Gen'l Manager, Cleveland.
1P Ag't, New York.

D.1. Hogaszs, Gen'l Pase, Ag' New,

K, A.G CAZO.
M. L. Fours, Gen. Pass. Demﬂmaut.‘ﬂlevolmd.

JNO, E BHARP, Ag't, Ravenn

() CLEVELAND

SO

BUFFALO *

VIA “C. & B. LINE.”

™ Com th i £ igation (about
April l‘::fmiﬂu::t‘ :‘iﬁ!:-:ht;:rml steamers

“state of Ohio” § “ State of New York”

DATL T TINME TADLIE,
SUNDAY INCOLyDED,

eland, 6:15 ». . | Lv. Buffalo, - 6157, x.
tBnlll.'.ﬂ"l-lll. - '?:.ég:u Ar,.Cleveland, T:30.4.x.
OENTHRAL STANDARD TIME,

Lo B. Line " steamers, and enjoy a
cﬁr:‘tnrut when on routs to Buffalo,

: %ﬁﬂﬁ“ﬁﬁ‘&?ﬁﬁm&‘;iﬂi
CheapExcursionsWeekly--Niagara Falls

Werrs vor Touriar PAMPELET.

_R.ROCERS, T.F.NEWMAN
B Pans hat, | 1Gew\gManager

{CLEVELAND, O.)

|
B

RISDON & TAYLOR

GROCERIES, -
PROVISIONS,
FAMILY SUPPLIES

TasLe DeLICAOIES
ON THE SIDE.

-1-

Clean Goods.

Prioes
AT THE BOTTOM.

Everuything within bounds, and everything trim
Neatness.

Promupitress.

Ravenna, O

on our fine stock of
high smedium grade

Catclg headings of ‘¢ Cut Prices,

3

“up to date
wider range of selection.

ing makes, which are winners in
favor.

.h-—. "
Expert Foot Fitters,
N

Special -+ Hot -+ Weather+ Prices!

We are now making special zero prices, during this hot weather,

OXFORDS—

Ladies, you now have an opportunity to buy an elegant Shoe
at a price that will astonish you, even in the common parade of

" « Below Cost,” &c., of the day.

ur stock is all this seasons goods, of the latest styles, and
in every particular.

While we still have quite a full line, we expect the prices to
move them, and the early buyers will have the advantage of a

We now have a complete line ot the celebrated J. N. CLOYES,
JOHN KELLEY, and THOS. PLATT SHOES, and other lead-

the competitive race for popular

Smith and
Brigham.

Saub Ross.

W’Ilct:I the green gits back in the trees and
IS
Is p burzin® aroun’ agnin
In that kind of inzy ‘2o ns yon pleaso™
Old gait they bum roun” in;
When the groua's all bald where the hay rick
stood,
And the crick’s riz, and the breeze
Coaxes the bloom in the old dogwood,
And the green glts buack in the trees,
I llke, as I say, In sich scenes as these
The time when the green gits back in the
trees.

When the whole tall-feathers o' winter time
Is all pulled ont and gone!

And the sap It thaws and begins to climb,
And the sweat It starts out on

A fellow's forrerd a-gittin' down
At the old spring on his knees—

I kind o’ like jes' a-loaferin' ‘ronn’
When the green gits back In the troes—
Jest n-potterin’ ‘roun’ as [—durn—please—
When the green, you know, gits buck th the

trees.

—James Whitcomb Riley.

A DELIGHTFUL WOMAN.

L

“Well, no,” said the young fellow.
“I don’t know that I have had what you
would call a quarrel with my father.”

“And yet you have lefi his roof,
where you were so happy, and I find
;ou here in London, while a week ago

met your father down in Bath and he
said you were not on speaking

“Did he?” said the young
“then I suppose we are not.”

“Surely the trouble has not arisen out
of your marriage?” I said, “fathers no
longer impose their choice upon their
sons and daughfers.”

“Well, the fact is,” said Ned Henshaw,
whom I had known since he was a
child, “I don’t think I want to talk aboutl
it.”

“But T am anxious that youn should.
You were honest Tom Henshaw’s only
son, you lived with him, shared his pro-
fessional business, and he and you were
what one likes to see so much in father
and son—echums, companions, friends.”

“Yes, that is so,” said Ned, “won’t you
smoke? My wife has gone to an ‘At
home.’ She will return very soon, I
hope, and then we are going to drive
to Richmond to dinner, will you join
as?r”

“Thank you, I cannot,” I replied,
li%ht-ing a cigar, and waiting for Ned to
talk.

He was a successful architect, had in-
herited a moderate fortune, and he and
his father together owned considerable
property in a western city.

“Who is your wife, Ned?”

“A widow,” he replied.

“Indeed! Well,old Weller warned us
against them, but I have known some
very charming widows.”

“My wife was a very charming
widow,” said Ned, “and she is a verﬁ
charming wife, but must I tell you a
about it?”

“I think so0. Your father wis so
reticent that the business strikes me as
mysterious, and I want to know with
whom I am to be friends, with father or
with son.”

“Oh, with both,” said Ned, “though I
suppose he will never forgive me,”

“You speak regretfully.”

“Oh yes, there is no anger, and cer-
tainly no malice in my feelings toward
the old man.”

“Not so old, my boy,” I said, “rising
fifty, eh?” ;

“Yes, I suppose so,” said Ned.

“Come, out with it dear fellow, it is
not only that I want to know which of
yon I am to be friends with, but which
of you is in the right.”

II.

“It was like this, you see,”-said Ned.
“When my poor mother died my father
was inconsolable, at least for a whole
year, said he could no longer live in
the house, must leave it the associations
were too much for him and so on. 1
felt a good deal like that too until father
engaged a housekeeper, and the man-
agement of the place began to assume
its old complete style, a place for every-
thing and everything in its place, nice
breakfasis, good dinners, servants well
under command, in short, the house
what it had previously been—a modsl
establishment. Then we both settled

down again and began to find consola-
tion in our sorrow, and even something
like compensation in our admirably
managed establishment. I say ours,you
know, because I had never left home ex-
cept to serve my articles, and for the
reason that I was practically joint con-
troller with my father.”

“Of course I remember all that,” I
said, “and never were two fellows better
matched for business and friendship
than you and your father.”

“Her name was Binclair, this model
housekeeper, Mrs. Arkell Sinclair; my
father heard of through a friend. She
was only 32. Her husband had died
two years after their marriage, leaving
her a beggarly 50 pounds a year; she
had been obliged to take a situation as
a housekeeper, and she had left it, not
because she was proud, but that she
could not put up with the haughty man-
ner and superior airs of her mistress—
a lady of title by the way. Mrs. Sin-
elair had herself been very well brought
up, could sing and play the piano, was
well-read, and was in every way an
admirable housewife. A friend advised
her that she was just the woman my
father wanted, and my father having
been introduced to her came to the
same conclusion. She came, she con-
guered. Everybody liked her. She
had a soft voice, nice gray eyes, a love-
ly mouth, a fine figure and was alto-
gether taking and agreeable. 'We both
came to the same conclusion, my father
and I; and as I said before, the house
began to assume its old brightness and
the table its former luxurious aspect.
She was a delightful woman. Before
she had been with’' us a week we came
to the conclusion that she onght to dine
with us, take the head of the tuble as a
member of the family might, that she
was what my father called a lady-house-
keeper, and she should be treated as
sach. When we did not go out any-
where Mrs, Sinelair met us in the draw-
ing-room and played and sung to us.
She had a dellcate touch and sung with
sympathetic feeling. ‘Strangers Yet,’
and ‘Kathleen Mavourneen®’ were two of
her favorite songs, she delighted in
music that appeals to the emotions. I

saw tears course dowp my father's

terms. "
fellow,

cheecks once or twice during ber selec-
tions from Balfe. ‘I Dreamt I Dwelt in
Marble Halls’ stirred him quite nunusual-
ly. I remember that ‘The Bobemian
Gir]' was an opera that my mother used
to enjoy more than any other except
perhaps ‘Maritana.’ My poor father was
no doubt thinking of my mother, who,
as you know, was in every way worthy
of his love and admiration.”

“There could be no more sweet and
lovable woman than your mother, Ned;
I was your father’s best man, you had
forgotten that. Ah, well, one cannot
remember everything. But I am inter-
rupting you.”

“Mrs. Sinclair became more and more
the mistress of the house, and the friend
of the heads thereof, my father and L
When the Italian opera came to Bath
my father suggested that we should take
a box and give Mrs. Sinclair a pleasant
evening. It would, he said, be some
compensation for the treatment she had
received at the hands of a certain lady
of title. I seconded him heartily in
every little plan for Mrs. Sinclair’s hap-
piness. She was invaluable to us; and
we were both sincere in trying to make
her understand that we were ateful.
As time went on I found my self getting
home at unusual hours, laying traps to
catch Mrs, Sineclair for a gossip. In the
midst of my work her face would come
into my mind; it was a cheerful, bright
face, a combination of beauty and intel-
lectuality ; somehow she didn't look a
bit like a widow, and yef there wasa
glance in her eyes now and then that—
well, there, what is the good of beating
about the bush—I fell in love with Mrs.
Sinclair. I didn’t tell her so, but she
understood it.”

“Back a woman for that,” 1 said, “it
is a matter of instinet with them.”

“No doubt,” said Ned, “and it is a
very happy thing for us fools of men
that it is so. When we were alone Mrs.
Sinelair and I called each other by our
Christian names, she was Maurie, I was
Ned; in my father’s presence we treated
each other with ordinary courtesy. One
day my father said to me, ‘Ned, I want
a word or two with you. I have re-
solved to marry again.” He was a man
of few words as you know. I replied
that I hoped that he had made a good
choice. ‘Oh, yes,’ he said, ‘I am sure
of that, and convinced that you will ap-
prove of it. What do you think of Mrs.
Sinelair?” T exclaimed, ‘You are old
enough to be ber father”” He said he
was nothing of the kind, and if he were,
surely that was a matter for the lady’s
consideration. Isaid 1 thought there
might be some one else to consider be-
sides the lady. I felt that I was pale.
Something in my manner betrayed my
feelings to the excited old man. His
eyes were fixed npon mine. I could not
look him in the face. ‘Good heavens,
Ned!" he exclaimed, ‘vou don’t mean to
tell me that you are in love with Mrs.
Sinelair® ‘I did not mean to tell you,
had no thought of it,” I replied. but it is
true I am in love with her. My father
flung himself into a chair by the table
and buried his face in his hands. 1
walked about the room, fee]in% very
sorry for him, but no less sorry for my-
self. ‘Have you told Mrs. Sinclair the
nature of your fealings toward her?’ he
asked presently, looking up at meina
fearfully anxious kind of way that made
my heart ache. ‘Notin words,’ I said.
‘Not in words,” he repeated, still look-
ing at me, ‘but she knows? ‘I have
not told her,’ I said. ‘No!" he replied,
‘oot in words,” again repeating my
answer. ‘Have you asked Mrs. Sinclair
to become your wife? ‘Yes' he re-
plied. ‘When?' ‘Almost this minute,’
he answered. ‘And what was her re-
ply? ‘Her reply,’ said my father, rising
from his seat and looking about him in
a perplexed way, ‘was that if I had
your full and free and absolute consent
she would me."” ‘My free, full and ab-
solute consent,” I said, now repesting
my father, my heart beating wildly.
What a selfish thing love is. I would
have laid my life down for my {father,
but I could not give up Marie BSinclair.
It was one thing to be in love, another
to tell the woman that you love her, the
very confession you feel may be your
loss of her. I feltasif I would like to
go up to my father and take his hand,
but somehow m y heart was against
him; it seemed to me that he had acted
an unkind and cruel part toward me,
his only son. Then tears came into my
eyes and I felt a perfect fool. His voice
brought me to my senses. ‘Speak Ned,’
he seid, ‘speak! Have I your full, free
and absolute consent to marry Mrs.
Sinclair?” “No,’ I said, ‘by the lord,
no!" My father staggered where he
stood., but he stiffened himself with an
effort. I felt that he was suffering. I
longed to fling myself into the old man's
arms and say ‘ves’ the moment after I
had said ‘no’. ‘Then we leave it to
her,” he said. ‘I love you both too well
to come between you; I love her too
well to give her up without it is her ab-
solute wish; but’—he pushed past me
and rung the bell. It seemed a prosaic
thing to do, and it brought me out of
my cloud of romance. ‘Father,” I said

oing up to him and laying my hand on
ﬁi.-s arm, ‘forgive me!’ " He shook me
from him without a word as g servant
entered the room. ‘Tell Mrs. Sinelair
my son wishes to speak to her.’

Just as Ned arrived at this dramatic
| situation it happened that another bell
rang. In real life incidents do not al-

atic elimax, though in the present case
Mra. Henshaw’s return  from the *“At
home” Ned had mentioned was in itself
not altogether inappropriate. As the
great hall-bell rang Ned paused in his
narrative, saying “that’'s my wife, she
will be here in a moment, I have just
time to tell you that I married Mrs.
Sinclair and that we have nelther of us
seen my father since the day when he
had those few words with me about his
matrimonial intentions; I left the house
within an hour of Marie mnfvssing her
love for me, and the dear old chap's last
words to me were ‘Ned Henshaw, I will
never forgive you'!

“But he shall,” I =said, just as Mrs.
Henshaw, the heroine of Ned's story
entered the room; a handsome, well-
| dressed, happy-looking woman, not an

hour over 50; she went up to Ned, said
she had had a delightful time, and in-
' formed him that the carringe was wait-

ways work up to what is called a dram- |

ing; all this before Ned had time to in-
troduce us. On second thought I con-
cluded to go with them to Richmond,
and as we sat chatting on the terrace
after dinner I could not feel surprised at
the division in the Henshaw honsehold
at Bath, but I made up my mind that1
would close up the bresch and brin
father and son together again on friend-
ly if not familiar, erms; after the e
of 60 one has not many missions 'm?ﬁa
—this is mine. Poor old Henshaw!

GOCD AS A GUIDE BOOK.

Mow Mrs. Barnes Succeeded In Silencing
a Bore.

People who have traveled are apt to
think that their conversation should con-
sist lnrglely of descriptions of the dif-
ferent places they have visited. Mr.
Horatio Barnes and his friend, Mr.
Smith, bad passed a year in Europe and
had not been at home very long before
Mrs. Barnes began to look upon Mr.
Smith's frequent visits at the house as a
kind of infliction, says the Youth's Com-
panion. No sooner were the two men
seated than they began to descant upon
the glories of Paris or the beauties of
some other foreign city. Mrs. Barnes
had never been abroad, Jbut she wasa
woman who had read widely and could
converse acceptably and she decided
that for the present she had heard
enough about her husband’s travels.

“No doubt you enjoyed Cordova?” she
remarked one evening, when the gen-
tlemen had reached Spain in the course
of their “fireside travels.”

“Oh, certainly, Mrs. Barnes. Small
glace, but interesting,” answered Mr.

mith, briskly.

“The scenery there must have delight-
ed you and if you visited any of the
homes of the nobility you were doubt-
less impressed by the number of beauti-
ful paintings on their walls. Why, in
one salon in Cordova there are pictures
by Alonzo Cano, Maurillo, Corot,
Langdelle and Bouguerean.”

“Yes?” responded Mr. Smith. “Well,
I don’t seem to recall much about the
town only the trouble we had in getting
there.”

= su;e)goae you liked Madrid better?”
remarked Mrs. Barnes.

“Yes; Madrid, as you know,
famous city.”

“Certainly. You doubtless remember
Pradilla’s wonderful painting of Queen
Juana, which is owned by the cityP”

“No,” replied Mr. Smith,briefly. And
he looked ai Mrs. Barnes in undisguised
astonishment as she continued to praise
or eriticise the atiractions of foreign
cities, asking Mr. Barnes his opinion of
the several modes of travel between
Flaces of interest and speaking familiar-

y of different continental hotels.

Mr. Smith finally endeavored to
change the subject, but Mrs. Barnes in-
sisted on pointing out to the two gentle-
men how little they had really seen, ex-
plaining carefully the wonderful paint-
ings they had missed and the famous
localities they had left unvisited. At
last at & somewhat later hour tlan usual
Mr. Smith took his departure, with an
inward vow never to introduce the sub-
ject of foreign travel again.

7 “When wgl'e]you abroad, m
Mr. Barnes asked, as soon as
had disappeared.

“Never,” was the smilin
we have several ide-
house and I decided that as
Mr. Smith preferred to talk out of them
I would talk, too. I have read them
very carefully and I presume many of
your friends have enjoyed the same
privilege.” :

‘I hope not,” said Mr. Barnes, but
the uilugeu.ious reproof had the desired
result.

dear?”
friend

reply, “but
ks in the
you and

Friendly Advice.

Burglar—“Don’t shoot!”

Householder (angrily ) —“Why should-
n't I shoot? You came here torob, and
if necessary, to murder.”

“Just so. Iought to be shot, and as
youw've got the drop on me, you can do
it, but for your own sake, I advise you
not to.”

“Why not, pray?”

“First, the shot will call the polics,
who will rush in, smash whichever head
they find up and that will be yours;
second, you'll be hurried off to a filthy
cell, full of disease and bedbugs and
kept there until the day for trial; third,
although you will be declared not
guilty, of course, you will have to pay
the lawyers. Better let me carry off
what I've got and sleep in peace and
comfort. TI'll thank you for jyour
Pum."

“Here take it. Bm}glnn come cheaper
than lawyers.”—N. ¥. Weekly.

The Musical Oritic.

Wool—I had our friend, the musical
critic, with me at Hobokenhurst two or
three days last week.

. Yan Felt—Enjoyed himself, didn't
Gl

Vool—Not a bit; the robins insisted
on sin%ing every morning when it was
perfectly clear to him that they didn't
know the first thing about music.—
Life.

Wrote an Hssay on Pants.

A boy in the Wichita schools bas been
suspended for reading the following
essay on pants:

“Pants are made for men and notmen
for pants. Pants are like molasses—
they are thinner in hot weather and
thicker in cold. The man in the moon
changes his pants durin? the eolipse.
Don’t go to the pantry for pants; you
might be mistaken.

“There has been much discussion as
to whether pants is singular or plural.
Seems to us when men wear pants they
are plural and when they don't wear
pants it is singular.

“Men go on a lear in pants and it is
all right; but when the pants go ona
tear it is all wrong.”—Union Printer.

The Fuse Was Too Long.

A writer in the Washington Star

ives his experience in the coal mines

uring the strike. He says: “The two
days I spent in the Hocking wvalley
taught me a lesson in regard to the
miners being t-horouglﬁy reckless.
There was a coal train coming up the
valley, the engineer, fireman and train-
men being known to every one of th®
little band of strikers that had collected
at a wooden bridge over which the
train must pass. The trainmen had not
received orders to quit and were gritty
and had determined to put the train
through. Several militiamen were on
the train and kept back the strikers.
About a quarter of & mile down the
line from the bridge the strikers halted
the train and told the engineer that he
must not pull that train through. He
said he would.

“‘Come down, Jim,” sang out one of
the strikers, ‘we know you too well to
harm you. Come down. We have s
keg of powder on that bridge up there
and when the boys see you coming they
are going to light the fuse.’

“*All right' replied the engineer.
‘I've promised to pull this train through,
and t lrough she goes.’

“With those words he opened the
throttle and the train dashed on. The
strikers saw the train coming and it
the fuse. I held my breath in dismay,
waiting for the shock as the train
rea,cheﬁ the bridge. On and over it
went and as the last car cleared the
structure, bang! went the powder and the
bridge was blown to atoms. The fuse
was about a gugrter of an ingh too long.”
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Highest of all in Leavening Power.—Latest U. S. Gov't Report.

Baking
Powder

ABSOLUTELY PURE

OUCHT TO SEE HIS PARTNER.

Olsen Well Used Up in » Bear Fight, but
Nothing Like the Other Man.

A man ;rbo l&?ked li”dauthe bad been
trying to hu e cylin of & thresh-
ing Suckiss whea ltywss In motlon was
seen offering & pack of fura to a dealer
R T o vl s tting your furs

ou Are ra our
to mnrke:.'; sald a I;slse =
reporter 0 to

gfu,' wWas tg? r;a”:ly. "butlmmhﬁ
laid up and could not get to towm be-

“What has been the matter with you,”
asked the reporter, who wasanxious to
know how man had been so fearful-
ly scratched.

“The matter with me was an attack
of ‘bear,™

“You had it bad, judging from your
looks.

v “Yes,} had ith bad and po mistake,
at you just o t to see my partner.

"ﬁ he in & v':grsa fix thany oul”

“A deal worse. e had so
much meat soratched off one side of him
that he has to a8 weight in his
jacket pocket (o enable him to walk
straight.”

The sale of the furs having been com-
pleted the old trapper was asked for
the story of his encounter with the

He said his name was Hans Olsen,
that he lived on the edge of the
burn in Clackamas county, and he wen
out on the head waters of the Clacka-
mas trapping - with Peter Hansen, who
lives in the same section. They had
good Iuck for a while, caught many
minks, some fishers, and found a
swamp and small lake where there
were m.ny beavers, and were
many of them, when deep snow came
on and about spoiled their trapping.

r a w he snow becamse so
deep that they could hardly move
around, and could not get out of the
mountains at all. Then provisions ran
short and they had to rustle and try to
kill something to eat. They went out
on the lake one day and out a hole
through the ice to see if they could
catch some trout, but did not get any.
On their way home towsrd ht, as
they were crossing a little ravine ona
fallen tree, Olsen slipped and fell near
the roots of the tree and came down
plumg into a bear'sden. The bear was
very lively for an.animal supposed to
be aslesp, and at once attacked him.
He had a knife and a small hatchet in
his belt, and he got out the hatchet
and began to chound yell. Hansen,
who was behind, a , but he was
afraid to fire down in the dark for fear
of killing his friend, and af length,
drawin knife, jumped down with
him and the bear. There was a livel
time there for a while, and the fur an
clothing and flesh flew, but finally Han-
sen, who was the worst used up man of
the two, managed to reach a vital spot
with his knife.

The bear keeled over and the two
trappers keeled over also. They man-

to make a little fire with some of
Fthe leaves and twigs from the bear's
nest, and there was ple-iy of rags to
bandage their wounds, for they were
all rags. It was several days before
they could crawl to their camp witha
hunk of the bear’s flesh, which had been
their only food during their stay in the
den. Olsen says he intends to go trap-
ping again, but he never wants to mest
another bear in his own den again.
His partner, Hansen, is able to walk
around and go down to the creek and
catch a few trout and look after the bee
hives.

Summing Him Up.
“You don't mean to say the cashier

has gonef”
“Yes,” reg the bank official.
“Dear me! He has such a pleasing
arance.”
es. And such a displeasing disap-
pearance."— Washingion Star.

Thinking of the Ex-Boss.

MeNiven—In these times it is hard
not to be a croaker.

O'Tools—Be gobs, if we had his pull
wid the police, the times wouldn't be
hard for usl—XN. Y. World.

WAS A CAREFUL DRUMMER.

He Wouldn't Give Medical Advics Unless
He Was Fully Protectsd.

“Exouse me,” sald the little man with

the ted chin-whiskers to the man

8 magszine in the seat acrpss

the alele, “but I've been suffering with
:oot%mhf for tha hltnhour." ==

“A:ﬁ I didn't know, being you!:?!bt

drummer, but that you might have

“Yes. Walt & minate, please.”
Tho man of the grip opemed it and

took out & and wrote
afewlinup::;ﬂpnmed &as’plperm
wi.tlslthemmnrk:

that, It is sim a8
mtejg:ntthat m notholdg}u’or
my heirs fina responsible in case

ha to
::I{thi?s_ ppens to you ﬂlmnthm!

man behind bim ss the chap with
toothashe sat down to dose his tooth.
“Well, maybe,” replied the drommer,

‘buti&'aonlyamtmdw
at

er all. Three years ago,
ns, 8 came to me on the
Yln.ﬂormsuming with the toot
twes at night and I had no rem
bandy. 1 that I tisa
around the tooth and pull it
and after a little he consen

“And whatP” =

“] got a piece of fishline around
tooth, a firm hold of theltring
then told him to jump off the p
Oh! That was & sad night for me!”
*“Did the tooth come

“No.”

“Did the string break?”

“No. Ih myself for the shook
and he “jum and the next thing I

knew I held bhead on the end of

M‘mei“ Why, bis relatives
ate to you.”

“Y-o-8, I’m I don’t think the
Aemmges Soc vokting e mings A
r e
Sps ke ey 2 SR
with her for #0,000. That was the sort

of itude 1 met with!®
reat Scott! but you don’t mean itP®
the man. “Why, that wasan
outrage worthy of the days of Nero.”
“Yes, but I to submit. It won't
pen however. T'm willing to
S , but he must absolve me
from all

le nsibility. I am now
-hunttoni:l: o

of brandy. If ‘you
will apape“::mt.hat ou took it of

your own trag g 1;hnt neither
u nor your heirs old me—"
’o".l.'hm{ ou, but I don't care for
brandy. Jewhittaker — ges, but it
wasn't four hours ago that Iadvised s
man to touch up hi;li:‘:rwith o}gmm.
ecayenns an egar. 'Spozen
it nookspetieparmks offn him! Say,
lease excuse me, won't youP? We are
coming to Grafton, aud I'll drop off
aad telegraph him to let his liver go to
blazes and consult a re doctor.
I've learned som . I have, and
I'll make that telegraph so hot it'll set
fire to half the polés on the way!"—De-
froit Free Fress.

A Grim Visitor.

Minister (at the bedside)—*“My poor
friend, are you prepared for the com-
ing of the grim visitor?”

lﬁng —*No! no! I—>
"'1 en now he is knocking at the door
an »

“He? Whom do you meanp”

“The Angel of Death.”

“Oh, that's all right, then! I thought
you were referring to my wife's moth-
er."—

Dr.Price’s Cream

America.

Baking Powder
Highest Honors Awarded
by theWorld’s Colum-
bian Exposition,
Chicago, 1893.

Medal and Diploma

awarded to

Baking Powder

The highest award was given on every claim, comprising
superiority in leavening power, keeping properties, purity and
excellence. This verdict has been given by the best jury
ever assembled for such a purpose, backed by.the recommend-
ation of the Chief Chemist of the United States Department
of Agriculture, Washington, D. C., who made an elabor-
ate examination and test of all the baking powders.
is pre-eminently the highest authority on such matters in

This

This verdict conclusively settles the question and
proves that Dr. Price’s Cream Baking Powder is
superior in every way to any other brand.

NoTe.—The Chief Chemist rejected the Alum baking powders, stating

o the World's Fair jury that ke considered them unwholesome,

-




